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Prologue: When the Air Changed
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No one in Oakhaven noticed the smell at first.

That was the strangest part. It didn’t arrive with smoke or noise or anything dramatic enough to point at. It slipped into the town the way a thought slips into your mind when you’re half-asleep—quiet, persistent, and hard to explain.

At first, it was just a pause in conversation. Someone would stop mid-sentence and frown. A shopkeeper would open a window, then close it again. The air felt heavier, almost soft, like it stayed too long in one place instead of moving on.

By the third evening, people began mentioning it out loud.

“Do you smell that?”

“It’s sweet... isn’t it?”

“Not bad. Just strange.”

Sweet was the word most people used. Sweet, but sharp at the edges. Like fruit left out too long in the sun.

Beneath Oakhaven, in forgotten spaces sealed years ago, chemistry was waking up slowly. No alarms rang. No warning signs flashed. Reactions don’t need attention to begin—they only need time.

And time, as Oakhaven was about to learn, can change everything.
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Chapter 1

Reports from the Evening Streets
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By the end of the week, the reports were no longer just curious. They were insistent.

What began as a few casual comments—neighbors mentioning a “sweet smell” or a “heavy evening air”—slowly turned into written notes slipped beneath the treehouse door. Some were neat and careful. Others were rushed, the words pressed hard into the paper as if the writers had been unsure whether to send them at all.

Sam read each one quietly, lining them up on the table in the order they arrived.

“Headaches after sunset,” Jake read aloud from one note. “Only on Oak Street.”

Mia flipped another page. “Benches in the park feel sticky in the mornings. Like they were lightly glued.”

Jake made a face. “That’s new.”

Mia pinned the notes to the town map with colored tacks. Red for smells. Blue for physical effects. Yellow for timing. As the board filled, something uncomfortable emerged.
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“They’re not random,” she said. “They follow the same path.”

Sam stepped closer. The reports curved through town the way wind often did in the evenings, bending around buildings and settling near the river. “This isn’t spreading,” he said. “It’s drifting. And it’s staying longer each night.”

That evening, the three of them walked Oak Street together. The sun dipped low, and the streetlights flickered on one by one. At first, everything felt normal.

Then Jake stopped walking.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “Now I smell it.”

The scent wasn’t strong. That was what made it unsettling. It lingered just enough to notice, sweet but sharp, as if it didn’t quite belong to the air.

Mia watched a shop owner step outside, take a breath, then quietly close the door again.

“People aren’t panicking,” she said. “But they’re changing their habits.”

Sam nodded. “Which means whatever this is... it’s already affecting the town.”

As they headed back, Sam wrote one line in his notebook:

Not dangerous yet. But not nothing.
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Chapter 2


The Smell That Stayed Too Long
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By the fourth evening, people stopped joking about it.

At first, the smell had been easy to laugh off. “Better than garbage day,” someone said. Another compared it to cotton candy. But jokes faded when the scent didn’t disappear.

It stayed.

Sam noticed it most when he opened his window before bed. The air drifted in slowly, thick and sweet, lingering longer than it should. When he closed the window, the smell clung faintly to the curtains, as if the room itself had breathed it in.

The next morning, another report arrived.

Metal railings near the park look dull. Not rusty. Just... tired.

Jake frowned when he read it. “Metal doesn’t just get tired.”

Mia was already pulling on her jacket. “Let’s check.”

At the park, the smell hovered low, especially near the benches. Mia ran her fingers lightly along the railing.

“Nothing visible,” she said. “But the surface feels wrong.”

Sam leaned closer. The metal’s shine had faded unevenly, as if something invisible had brushed against it night after night.
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As dusk approached, the air grew heavier again. The smell deepened.

“So whatever’s causing this,” Jake said, “it’s not just passing through.”

“No,” Mia replied. “It’s reacting.”

That night, reports doubled. Mild headaches. Fatigue. Nothing serious—but all connected by time and place.

Sam spread the notes across the table.

“It’s building up,” he said. “And if it’s settling on metal... it’s settling everywhere.”

Outside, the evening wind slowed, as if Oakhaven itself was holding its breath.
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Chapter 3


Floors That Shined Overnight
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The caretaker locked the community hall early that night.

He said the floor made him uneasy.

“It wasn’t like this yesterday,” he told the detectives, gesturing toward the wide wooden floor. Under the lights, it gleamed unnaturally—too smooth, too reflective.

Mia knelt and pressed her fingers against the surface. When she lifted her hand, there was a faint resistance.

“Sticky,” she said. “Not wet. Just coated.”

Jake shifted his foot. “Feels like it wants to grab your shoes.”

Sam breathed in slowly. The sweet smell was stronger indoors, trapped without moving air to carry it away.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


“That’s important,” he said. “It concentrates.”

The caretaker nodded. “I cleaned this floor three days ago. Nothing since.”

Outside, the night air was still. No breeze. No movement.

Mia stood and looked around. “If this is settling on floors, it means the air is carrying something we can’t see.”

They tested other spots—window ledges, door handles, tabletops. The same faint stickiness appeared everywhere indoors.

“It’s like dust,” Jake said. “But... invisible dust.”

Sam wrote in his notebook, his handwriting tighter than usual.

Airborne. Settles on cool surfaces. Builds over time.

When they stepped back outside, the smell clung to their clothes.

“That means people are breathing it in,” Jake said quietly.

No one answered right away.

The town lights flickered on as evening deepened. The hall doors closed behind them.

For the first time, the mystery felt heavier than curiosity.

It felt like responsibility.
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Chapter 4


When the River Answered Back
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Rain came three nights later. It wasn’t heavy—just enough to darken the streets and wash the air. By morning, the sweet smell had faded, and some people relaxed.

Until the river changed. Foam clung to the banks in thin, pale lines. Not thick. Not dramatic. Just... wrong.

A fisherman stood staring at the water. “Never seen it do that,” he said.

Mia crouched near the edge. “It’s reacting with something.”

Jake watched the water carefully. Fish stayed away from the foamy areas, gathering farther downstream.

“So now the air’s in the water,” he said.

Sam nodded slowly. “Air doesn’t disappear. Rain carries it somewhere else.”

They traced the foam’s path upstream. It followed the same invisible line the reports had shown from the beginning.
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“That’s three places now,” Mia said. “Air. Surfaces. Water.”

“And one timing,” Jake added. “After enough buildup.”

The rain stopped by afternoon, but the river didn’t immediately return to normal.

“It’s not dangerous yet,” Sam said. “But it’s telling us something.”

“What?” Jake asked.
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“That chemistry doesn’t stay where it starts,” Sam replied. “And if we don’t stop it soon... the town will keep carrying it forward.”

The river flowed on, quiet and patient. It had received the message. Now it was Oakhaven’s turn.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Oakhaven

Junior Detectives

and the Case of the Bitter Air.

| o
; | _
-8y
4 A D 1 P | '
' ! el { li
L)Y ’*( pamm—F |
( (“ - o —

:ijt\‘lr\

(o] (711D} PETH YMG

OAKHAVEN JUNIOR DETECTIVES

[






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.png





